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Ghazel. [387]

The scars of yeaining in my heart are evciy one a burning lowe,
The roses in this garden-ground of Love are all aflame, I trow.

I poured out my heart long since like water Tore a cypress-form;
What makes my tears to flow to-day is e'en that tale of long ago.

The tranquil-souled are they who truly garner merriment of heait,

While those whose hearts are filled with lust like bubbles on the wine-cup show.

O soul, be not heart-bounden, like as Mejmtn was with Leyld's hair,
For God alone it is who makes thee o'er the wilds of Love to go.

Hashmet, did God create this tongue from hues of the Primaeval Wine,
Or else how comes it that thy words and speeches all so brilliant glow?

Ghazel. [388]

Charmer moon-bright, yon disdainful fiown within thine eyebrow fieo,
With the gleaming swoid of beauty pieice and pieicc the heart of me.

Cast thy glance, I pray, O fair one, on my scar-strewn breast's expanse,
Open fling thy vision's window on the flower-besprinkled lea.

Say'st thou, 'Let me sail no longer in the cramping bark of lust,'
Launch thou then the wine-skiff out into Renunciation's sea.

O, intoxicate with one swift glance the sick for absence drear;
Ope thine eyes, let Beauty's Tavern open to the sad heart be!

Draw no pigment o'er thine eyebrow; tteauly's zagh suflficeth there.
Dearest tyrant, let no rust besoil thy glaive, I pray of thcc!

Suagc, at least, with peaches * Ilashmet's thirst foi union, O my sweet,
Leave them not on beauty's salver, fill the helpless heart with glee.

Ghazel. [389]

Love doth come not with one scar of longing in the heart, in fay;
Spring is made not by one flowrct, howsoever bright and gay.

1 A peach (sheftdlu) means also a kiss,